
TheTragedie 

Dar. A bopnc^my foueraigne) for my feruicc done, 

Kin. I pray thee peace,my foule is full of forrow. 

Dar. I will not rife vnlctfe your highnctfcgraunt. 
j Kin. Then fpcake at once, what is it thou demaundft ? 

Dar. The forfeit (foucraigoc) ofnTyTeruants life. 

Who flew to day a fyotous gentleman. 

Lately attendant on the Duke of Norffolke. 

Ktn. Haue / a tongue to doomc my brothers death. 

And fhall the fame giue pardon to a flaue • 

My brother flew no man,hisfault was thought, 

And yet his punifiunent was crucll death. 

Who fued to me for him i who in my rage, 

Knecld at my feete and bad me be aduiftie l 
Who fpake of brother-hood i who of louc ? 

Who told me how the poore loule did forfake 
The mightie warwicke,and did fight for me ? 

Who told me in the field by Teuxburie, 

^rhenr Oxford had me downe ; hc relcued me, 

And faid,dcare brother, !iue and be a King J 
Who told me when we both lay in the field, 

Frozen almoft todeatb,how he did lappe me, 

Euen in his owne garments, and gaur himfclfe 
All tbinand naked to the numb cold ri'shtf 
All this from my remembrance brutifli wrath 
Sinfully p!uckt,and nota man of you 
Had fo much grace to put it in my minde. 

But when your carters, or your waighting vaflailes 
Haue done a drunken fl aughter,and defac'd 
The precious Imagcofourdeare Redeemer, 

You draight are on your knees for pardon, pardon. 

And I vniuftly too,muflgraunt it you 
But for my brother, not a maft would fpcake, 

Nor I (vngracious) fpeake vnto my fdfe. 

For him, poore foule : The proudcftofvouaH 
Haue bene beholden to him in his life, 

Yet none ofyou would once plead for his life: 

OhGod,lfeare thy iuftice will take holdc 

On me, and you, and mine, and yours for this. (Exit, 

ComeHaftings,helpe me to my clofet.oh poore Clarence 

Clo. 



of Richard the third. 

(74 1 . This is the fruiteofrawnes :roarktyounot 
How that theguiltie kindredofthe Quecne, 

Loo^f pale when they did heare of Clarence death. 

Oh, they did vrgcdxJfcll vnto the King, 

God will reuengedt. Butcomeletsin 

To comfort Edward with our company. Exeunt. 

Enter Dutches of Torke msh Clarence children. 

Boy. Tell me good’Granam,isour father dead ? 

Diet. N© boy. ( breaft ? 

Boj. Why do you wring your hands and beat your 
^nd crie, Oh Clarence my vnhappy fonne ? 

Gir/e.Why doyoulooke on vs and (hake your head i 
And call vs wretches , Orphanes,cafta wayes, 

/f that our noble father be aliuc? 

Dut. My prett/c Cofens , you mifta^c me much, 

I do lament the fickneflc of the King : 

As loth to loofc him, not your fathers death: 

It were loftlabuur to wcepe for one that’s loft. 

Boy, Then Granam you conclude that he is dead, 

The King my V nclc is too blame for this . 

God will reuenge it, whom / will importune 
With dayly prayers all tothateffedf. 

Dnt. Peace children peace, the King doth loue you well, 
Incapableand (hallow innocents, 

7ou cannot gefle who caufde your fathers death. 

Boy. Granam, we can: for ray good Xnclc Gloccftcr 
Told me,thc Xing prouoked by the Quecne, 

Deuif'd impeachment§ toimprifon him: 

And when he told me fo he wept, 

And hugd me in hisarmc,and£ind!y £ift my chceke, 
Andbad me relie on himason myfather, 

And he would loue me dearely ashischilde. 

Dnt. Oh that deceit fliould ftcale fuch gentle Ihapcs, 

And with a vertuous vizard hide foule guile, 

He is my fonne, yea and therein my (hame: 

7ct from my dugs he drew not this deceit. 

Boy. Thinfjc you my Xncle did diflemblc , Granam? 

Dut.lRoy. 

Boy, I cannot thinkc it,harke, what noilc is this i 
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